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read rez Magazine online at http://rezmagazine.com 


e The Art of Blablabla Art Blue seeks out the identity of the 
elusive Blablabla1 234565 and encounters a strange duck in France. 


e Playing | Spy Klannex Northmead takes us on a journey 
through his imagination, describing the colors of photons and water. 

e Love Knot Tantra From the compilation of poetry, prose, 
illustrations and audio /video files by the same name, Chris 
Mooney-Singh educates and entertains us in equal measure. 

¢ Metamorphosis Much like the protagonist in Franz Kafka's 
novel, Jullianna Juliesse awakens to find herself transformed. 

¢ No Paintings | Can’t Judge Zati Kodaly dazzles us with her 
erudite style in this beautiful poem of departures and arrivals. 

¢ Survival Cat Boccaccio stretches out a little in this poignant 
short story with the usual sensitive treatment of her characters. 

e Extinction Global2 Art Blue contemplates a terminated 
world perhaps left only to the nematodes. Where is Neruval? 


e Domestic Terrorist in Court RoseDrop Rust takes on the 
far right extremists and as you might guess, it doesn’t go well for them. 


About the Cover: Theslogan 
“Slava Ukraini” (Glory to Ukraine) is 
everywhere until it begins to disappear from 
front of mind, replaced by more immediate 
insults to our civilization: climate change, 
gun violence, loss of personal rights. We 
will never forget. Slava Ukraini! 


“Think how stupid the 
average person is, and 
realize that half of them 
are stupider than that.” 


George Carlin 


Bort! 
_ Animaliste 


LES ANIMAUX COMPTENT, 
VOTRE VOIX AUSSI. 


henomenology is a well-known 

form of art. “I explode, 

therefore I exist.” This 

statement by Bomb No 20 is 
timeless. First brought to the world in 
the year 1974 by John Carpenter's epic 
quest of Dark Star seeking Light. 
Bomb No 20 represents good old 
technology. Bomb No 20 did not trust 
sensors. The bomb said, “Wrong 
Data,” and exploded. Never give a 
bomb wrong data. Lesson learned. 
Never give Art wrong data, says 
BlaBlaBlal234565 else you explode. 
An explosion can be painful. Question 
is: Can BlaBlaBla Art explode on 
wrong data? Now listen carefully. If 
Art explodes, proof is made. “There 
has been Art.” If Art not-explodes, 
proof is also made. “Art exists ... Bla 
bla bla.” Believers of the First Kind, 
called The Uploaders, shout, “I have 
seen Art.” And when you ask where, 
they state, “In Amerika Art — The 
Afterlife.’ Believers of the Second 
Kind, The Downloaders, shout, “I see 
Art.” And when you ask where, they 
state, “In rez Magazine.” What has a 
higher value, to have seen or to see? 
Surely you come to a personal opinion. 
Art stays in the eyes of the beholder, or 
something like this. But what, what 
when you have had a glass of 
Champagne? And _ another? And 
another? Then you ask: “Can 
BlaBlaBla explode multiple times and 
is then called the Art of Explosion?” 


To understand Art is a matter of speed. 
Are you of speed or are you of potato 
couch? I know you are of the First 
Kind and no couch potato at all. You 
are a reader of rez Magazine, the 
leading virtual arts and life magazine. 
Therefore, you have already googled 
BlaBlaBla1234565. You found out on 
the DOT.COM domain, the one that 
carries the first meaningful paint, that 
this guy is an art interceptor. In fact, 
it’s a duck. I met the duck in France. 
There this guy is hiding now for nearly 
four years. I could not believe. Four 
years. Time to uncover as the world is 
seeking BlaBlaBlal234565. It is all in 
the news. The duck hides in Yévre-la- 
Ville. That is a plus beaux village de 
France. Ducks are there protected by 
the Maire, ranked No 2 in the polls, 
next door to Mona Lisa. There is a 
poster, and a poster means a lot in 
Exact Thinking in Demented Times. 
We know this from the Vienna Circle. 


A few days ago, things were not so 
obvious. The leading German 
magazine Spiegel spent a cover story 
on BlaBlaBla1234565 not knowing the 
identity. What happened? Data has 
been sent from the Joint Airforce 
Power Competence Centre in Kalkar, 
Germany to France! Yes, that’s where 
I am now meeting the guy in charge. 
Spiegel could not even decipher the 
gender. They have been fishing. They 
used the term Hacker. I have to state 
BlaBlaBlal234565 was not put on the 


cover of Spiegel. They did not have a 
photo. A cover story needs a photo, 
right? I was on holidays, they could 
not reach me. I had no _ internet 
coverage, so the photo I sent got lost. 


BlaBlablal234565 is real. We can be 
sure on this. Also, we can be sure that 
a duck, born and raised in a plus beaux 
village, which means a village of the 
highest beauty, can compete with a 
bomb. And if you don't agree with it in 
election times and think that all is a 
fake, then put a party in, any party 
name you like. It is a long list and you 
might have difficulty finding the 


correct French expression, so let's go ! 


by the party leaders: Macron, Le Pen, 
Mélenchon, Zemmour, Pécresse, Jadot, 
Lassalle, Roussel, Dupont-Aignan, 
Hidalgo, Injeria, Poutou, Arthaud. 


The duck is hiding behind one of these 


names. That is a strong proof. Spiegel | é 


says that BlaBlablal234565 has the 
ability to take control over NATO 
missile control and gives proof by 
keylogging Kalkar Joint Airforce 
Power Competence Centre. All data 
found in France. Hidden in a plus 
beaux village in an ice cream carrier? 
A successful hack, first time in history 
by a duck. We all know that an owl 
can do such things, but a duck? I 
always thought that central intelligence 
is a lame duck, but this tops it all. Even 
a couch potato does not need four 
years to find out that the fridge is 


empty. Surely you understand that the 
couch potato would be dead from 
starving so long. But intelligence is no 
couch potato; they just play one, right? 
Like an artist not being one, stating to 
be Art Blue claiming BlaBlaBla Art is 
real to ride on the wave of counter 


espionage. The stunning news _ hit 
Germany on June 16, 2022 that 
BlaBlaBla1l234565 would hack NATO 


missile control implicating _ that 
Ukraine must stand strong until 
BlaBlaBlal234565 is found. The 


WANTED 


BY THE FBI 


NIKOLAY YURYEVICH 
KOZACHEK 


Conspiracy to Commit an Offense Against the United States; False Registration of a 
Domain Name; Aggravated Identity Theft; Conspiracy to Commit Money Laundering 


dns | 


Alias: KO3a4eK Hukonar 
“blablablai234565” 


jaa 
Alias: Ko3ay4ek Hukonaii tOppesuy, “kazak”, “blablabla1234565” 
Date(s) of Birth Used: July 29, 1989 Place of Birth: Stavropolskiy Kraya, Russia 
Hair: Brown Eyes: Blue 
Sex: Male Race: White 
Occupation: Officer in the Russian Federation's Main Nationality: Russian 
Intelligence Directorate of the General Staff (GRU) 
NCIC: W954318897 

REMARKS 


Kozachek is alleged to have been a Russian military intelligence officer holding the rank of Lieutenant Captain, assigned to Unit 
26165. Kozachek was last known to be located in Moscow, Russia. 


DETAILS 


On July 13, 2018, a federal grand jury sitting in the District of Columbia returned an indictment against 12 Russian military 
intelligence officers for their alleged roles in interfering with the 2016 United States (U.S.) elections. The indictment charges 11 
defendants, Nikolay Yuryevich Kozachek, Boris Alekseyevich Antonov, Dmitriy Sergeyevich Badin, Ivan Sergeyevich Yermakov, 
Aleksey Viktorovich Lukashev, Sergey Aleksandrovich Morgachev, Pavel Vyacheslavovich Yershov, Artem Andreyevich Malyshev, 
Aleksandr Vladimirovich Osadchuk, Aleksey Aleksandrovich Potemkin, and Viktor Borisovich Netyksho, with a computer hacking 
conspiracy involving gaining unauthorized access into the computers of U.S. persons and entities involved in the 2016 U.S. 
presidential election, stealing documents from those computers, and staging releases of the stolen documents to interfere 

with the 2016 U.S. presidential election. The indictment also charges these defendants with aggravated identity theft, false 
registration of a domain name, and conspiracy to commit money laundering. Two defendants, Aleksandr Vladimirovich Osadchuk 
and Anatoliy Sergeyevich Kovalev, are charged with a separate conspiracy to commit computer crimes, relating to hacking into 
the computers of U.S. persons and entities responsible for the administration of 2016 U.S. elections, such as state boards of 
elections, secretaries of state, and U.S. companies that supplied software and other technology related to the administration of 
U.S. elections. The United States District Court for the District of Columbia in Washington, D.C. issued a federal arrest warrant for 
Nikolay Yuryevich Kozachek upon the grand jury’s return of the indictment. 


SHOULD BE CONSIDERED ARMED AND DANGEROUS, AN INTERNATIONAL FLIGHT RISK, 
AND AN ESCAPE RISK 


If you have any information concerning this person, please contact your local FBI office or the nearest American 
Embassy or Consulate. 


www. fbi.gov 


Ukrainians use old technology. That is 
un-hackable. With swords and spears 
and iron horses. No tricks, no frills. A 
shower of medals will be thrown on 
them after the war. World class 
architects will court. Reconstructing 
Ukraine. The past is our future. Bla bla 
bla. 


You agree that at least Art has to be of ee 
ELSE invert item [Bla Bla Bla]. You 


new technology. The Art of War has to 
step in and save the world. After 
reading Spiegel searching for 
BlaBlaBla1234565, I posted a search 
alert. You ask: “Dead or alive?” I vote 
for alive. You never know if 
BlaBlaBlal234565 is a reader of rez 
Magazine. Every reader counts, right? 
And there is more, but at this time I did 
not know that BlaBlaBlal234565 is a 
duck, an old duck. I called the owl. It 
was time to speed up. Luckily, Neruval 
was already working on an upgrade of 
the OMV9, the OMNIVAC 9000 High 
Quantum Extreme Cluster, only the 
Vatican can afford. You remember 
they are preparing the launch of Pope 
Francis to Lviv. The call for a crusade 
in rez Magazine, the April issue, 
resulted in a world simulation. You can 
deal with the basics of simulation, 
right? Maybe it is too much to ask. 
Some readers might be on holidays and 
like an easy read. On the other hand, 
the matter is too serious to take lightly. 
Here the condensed form of a 
simulation, given for the worst-case 
scenario: IF Art fails THEN bomb 


see, I expect in this fork Art to fail. 
That might happen if wrong data is 
given to a fork. A fork is a software 
running off the line, just to stay on the 
same page. Lesson learned. Don't 
forget what Bomb No 20 tells the 
world. This said, I ensured that the owl 
got the right data. I double checked if 
the string carries no spelling mistakes. 
That can be crucial in a search. 
BlaBlaBlal234567 would grab an 
innocent guy, maybe just sipping a 
morning coffee when the owl hits him 
and drags him to the Pope to confess 
that he is a Russian spy. What? I know 
you gasp in surprise. 


Slow Motion 


I need to put the story back to slow 
motion. Let us take another glass of 
Champagne and wait for the effect to 
rise. What else can be done when all is 
in the hands of the owl? I expected that 
all data would be classified and that the 
AI would have to face a hard job. 
That's why I gave the owl a 007 


allowance. You know what this means: 
Truth at all costs. Dead or alive. No 
matter the gender, no excuse on 
colours. White Lives matter. You say 
that is the wrong phrase. It has to be 
Black Lives matter. The Champagne 
tells me this does not go for a coder, 
nor for a fork. Hackers go by the grass 
cutter theorem. Remember Damage. 
And if you see this as_ self- 
advertisement for my _ last story 
published in rez, then remember The 
Metaphysics Of Cutting Grass by Jerry 
DeNuccio. An AI algorithm cuts the 


Lives matter the most. They are the 
technology gurus. They duck their 
heads when the blade comes. They 
throw the dice. They are in mission 
control. They steer the drones. Blue 
will live in glory even if the ends of the 
strings get truncated. Long live Aqua 
Blue #00FFFF. Long Live Azure Blue 
#FOFFFF and Baby Blue #89CFFO. 


I was painting Blue when the owl came 
back and presented to me, before I 
could empty my glass, a poster. I threw 
up. Have you ever thrown up 


Yeah, you know what | mean: Blue Lives 
matter the most. They are the technology 
gurus. They duck their heads when the 
blade comes. They throw the dice. 


peaks. Big Data. White is the highest 
in the colour chart and therefore faces 
the highest risk. You may know Black 
goes by #000000 and White goes by 
#FFFFFF. In a simulation, you have to 
be careful when dealing with a stack 
overflow. There has to be enough 
buffer assigned for the FFFFFF — in 
binary notation 1111 1111 1111 1111 
1111 1111 - when all bits are on high. 
Yeah, you know what I mean: Blue 


Champagne? That's horrible. The 
bubbles you consume explode upside 
down in your throat and your stomach 
burns like you have consumed vinegar 
and soap at the same time. 


The poster showed the duck hiding in 
Yévre-la-Ville. You know that is a plus 
beaux village, camouflaged like 
Banksy when being arrested by the 
Metropolitan Police, as most wanted 
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Germany: If 
»blablabla1234565« 
reads along 


17.6.2022, 12:16:18 


BOooOaa 


The Russian military intelligence 
service probably hijacked NATO 
computers that are used to plan 
future air combat. Investigators 
have identified one of _ the 
perpetrators: He is said to 
belong to one of the most 
dangerous hacker groups in the 
world. 
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by the FBI. Under the picture is stated, 
“On July 13, 2018, a federal grand jury 
sitting in the District of Columbia 
returned an indictment against 
BlaBlaBla1234565 ...” Read in detail 
what this guy has to face: Conspiracy 
to commit an offense to the United 
States; False Registration of a Domain 


name, Aggravated Identity Theft; 
Conspiracy to Commit Money 
Laundering. 
Fast Motion 


How long does it take for a poster 
made by the FBI to travel to NATO? 
The duck tells me that it depends if the 
duck is a flying one. In a plus beaux 
village, which means a village of the 
highest beauty, a duck might be fed for 
“foie gras” so it can take up to four 
years of waiting for the next election to 
come and then to be saved from 
prosecution by voting for “no more 
foie gras.” I nod in understanding and 
took another sip. I made a deal with the 
duck. I convinced BlaBlaBlal234565 
to work as a counter spy for the cause. 
Missiles will hit the bad guys. I 
promised to launch an AD to ensure 
that the election will run well for Parti 
Animaliste. Vote for the duck: Les 
Animaux Comptent, Votre Voix Aussi! 
Do I ask for too much? 


{63 Privacy 
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let's play | spy 

with my paint box 

is how it always was 
freak ‘em out 

by swearing blind 
there's a color 

there that only 

you can see 


that’s imagination 
or just plain 
being a bugger 
wanna bet 

that is what the 
stand up kid said 
but he couldn't 
name the color 
of water 


by Klannex 


it's taken me 

fifty years to fill 
that bluff out 

cyan was a state 
secret until the 70s 
blue was not 

only rare before 
the modern era 
people went to 
war for it 


| tried making 
colours all through 
my teens mostly 
mottled and varied 
collaborations in 
muddy chaotic 
daubs of brown 
ugly and fertile 
like dung 


Michel Pastoureau 


let’s play | spy 

with my palette now 
a is for asteroid 
water and rock 
buries here on earth 
by blue beetles 

only they have power 
to reshape 

the world 


the single photon 
dances on the power 
it is kind of oily 
yellow offish white 

| will call it Grimoire 
that is not quite 
dungeon or dare 

but is oxygen 


CAT BOCCACCIO 
Second Life Photography 


mey—-Singh 


The villagers gather 
when planets are auspicious, 
a monotone of mantras, 


ghee-lamps light the temple. 


Dropping rough shirts in a pile 
the men file past 

and the women opposite 

throw down the gauntlet 

of upper garments, knotting saris 
below bare breasts. 


The priest takes any shirt, 
ties it to a woman’s blouse, 
then another and another 
as ordained by the goddess 


with ten arms riding a lion. 


Kali durge namo namah 


Jai iai ma, jai jai ma 


Random pairs come forward 
to untangle their love knot 
in a quiet corner, speaking 
constantly of the goddess 
who heals the sick, 


overcomes obstacles, 


and brings the rains on time, 
calming marriages. 

After congress they rejoin 

a flushed congregation 

and sing devotional songs. 


Kali ma Kali ma 
Devi mata, Kali ma 
I’m just a child upon your knee 
Look after me 
Oh Mata ji, Kali ma 


The priest rings his bell 
and ends the rite 
with solemn Sanskrit. 


Husbands and wives 

go home together 

in celebration. 

Nothing is spoken, 

not even to another village. 


Thus no anthropologist 

comes to learn 

the trade secrets of the goddess 
how mysteriously every year 
the rain of babies comes. 


A 145-page, richly-illustrated eBook of poems, audio 
recordings & original video poems with insider perspectives 
on Indian cultural practices, such as fertility rites and tantric 
sex. Each poetic composition has a related companion 

prose piece designed to add resonance and as a homage to 
the Indian cultural milieu from which these works have taken 
birth. Written, designed & produced by the author. 


poems, prose, audio, videos 


Love Kot Sautra 


Chris Mooney-Singh 


Visit Chris Mooney-Singh’s website here: 


(https: //linktr.ee/ CRigeanya a 
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= a Franz Kafka cento 


By Jullianna Juliesse 


It wasn’t a dream. 


Beads of rain beating on the pane made me sad, 
a lady with a fur hat and fur boa sat upright, 


raising a heavy fur muff. 


They couldn’t understand my words, 
although they seemed clear enough to me, 
clearer than before— 


perhaps my ears have become used to their sound. 


My proper human room, 
although a little too small, 


lies peacefully between its four familiar walls. 


Out of consideration for my parents, 
I avoid being seen at the window during the day. 


It is hard to lie quietly through the night. 


Awoke from troubled sleep, 
transformed into a horrible vermin, 
slightly unwell, an attack of dizziness, 


rotten apple lodged in the shell of me— 


Crawling on the ceiling is out of the question. 


lie 


Margaret Mullin, Woman in the Doorway, 1948 


No Paintings | 
Couldn't Judge 


By Zati Kodaly 


| can't judge you couldn't tell me 

— it being infinitely sad — you steeled your steel spine 
because you need me to vanish 

safe in a witness protection vita nuova 


you pack a beige canvas bag and leave me, again, 
again, no smoke-windowed Hummer arrives for you 
but you wait at the magnolia-sentineled driveway 
(beetles pollinating yellow-acrid blossoms) 


then | hear you on the stairs at the door 
and take you back in 
until tomorrow night 


OcCcaccio 


hen the snow fell from the sky 

for the first time, that 

November afternoon, people 

ran outside to welcome it. 
Some people cried. The experts 
warmed: Do not become complacent! 
But the air was cold and clean and 
deadly to the virus, and even Eleanor 
put her bowl of flour and sugar down 
on the counter and stepped outside to 
feel the icy flakes sting her cheeks. 


The children were at school, her 
mother asleep in bed, and her father 
alone in his study not wanting to be 
disturbed, so Eleanor waved to her 
neighbour Harry, who waved back and 
then did an awkward little jig, and 
Eleanor laughed so hard she felt warm 
tears on her face. 


She felt eyes upon her and turned 
towards the house, and saw her father 
standing in the window of his study, 
his face in shadow. She could not tell if 
he shared her elation or was disdainful 
of it. She waved to him, then turned 
her back on him before he could 
respond, and waved to the neighbours 
on the other side, two sisters who 
hugged each other and wept. They’d 
lost everyone, and wept for their loss, 
Eleanor suspected. They were tears of 
rage more than tears of relief. They 
didn’t see her wave. 


A chill gust of wind abruptly brushed 
the thin layer of snow from the 


sidewalk and lawn and it rose in a 
cloud. Eleanor, now damp and cold, 
went inside. 


She wanted to tell her mother but did 
not want to disturb her sleep. She’d 
slept so fitfully this past week, the 
fever coming and going; she was too 
weak to eat and the doctor, looking 
almost as grey and exhausted as his 
patient, had set up an IV to keep her 
nourished. That helped soften the rash 
on her face and body, she looked less 
uncomfortable and angry, and her 
features softened as she slept. 


Eleanor imagined the teachers setting 
the children loose outside in the snow, 
free to run and play for the first time in 
many months, and anticipated they’d 
return home flushed and glowing. She 
put the cookies, dark with molasses 
and cocoa, in the oven. They would be 
warm when when the children burst 
through the door. 


Her father came into the kitchen. She 
could feel his presence before she saw 
him. He was a dark cloud that 
inhabited the house, like a ghost, 
steady and uncomplicated and now 
predictable. “I don’t believe it,’ he 
said. 


“Don’t believe what?” Eleanor said 
with a sigh. “That it is snowing? That 
winter is here?” 


That it will make a difference,” he 
said. “That’s just another lie.” 


“Papa, they know it will kill the virus,” 
Eleanor said. 


“Who is ‘they’? You are naive. You 
forget I survived this virus. I know 
what it is.” 


He’d said the exact words before, but 
was never willing to explain what “it” 
was; nor how he would know more 
about the pathology of a deadly virus 
than medical experts solely by virtue 
of having contracted it. 


“Tm not sure you did survive it,” 
Eleanor said in a low voice, turning 
away and vigorously wiping the 
counter top with a yellow cloth. 


“What did you say?” 


“T’m not sure you survived it,” said 
Eleanor, more loudly this time, turning 
to face him. “You are not the same, 
papa, you don’t smile, you have... 
strange ideas, you—” 


“Tt took me a lifetime to understand the 
truth, that’s all,” he said, his face 
flushing. 

“What is the truth?” Eleanor snapped. 


“T’ve been used, we all have been 
used,” her father said darkly. “Where 


do you think this virus came from?” 


“You are talking nonsense,” Eleanor 
said. “We know where mama got it, 
and how.” 


“Tt’s because of them,” said her father. 
“Who?” 


A shaft of late afternoon sunshine 
suddenly broke through the clouds and 
streamed through the window, blinding 
her father; he turned away and covered 
his eyes. He was still very sensitive to 
bright light, it was a lingering 
symptom of the virus and one reason 
he favoured his darkened study. He 
would battle a severe headache later 
on. Her mother’s bedroom was never 
brighter than the light a single dull 
bulb from a lamp in the corner could 
cast. 


“T’m sorry, Papa,” said Eleanor as she 
closed the blinds, a chore she’d usually 
have already taken care of as the sun 
moved lower in the sky. It would be 
dark soon, and the school bus would 
drop the children home. The cookies 
were cooling on the rack, and the milk 
ready to be poured. 


She brushed an unruly lock of hair 
from his forehead. It was almost time 
to give him another haircut. Her 
fussing used to irritate him, now he let 
her touch his face with a resigned 


indifference. It was a _ connection, 
however tenuous. Sometimes their 
eyes met, as they did this time. 


Her father was about to retreat to his 
study when the front door opened and 
slammed against the wall and a small 
boy flew into the house, dropping his 
knapsack on the floor. “There was a 
snowman!” he cried to his mother, who 
smiled and knelt and helped remove 
his jacket. “She let us come home 
early, so we could play. Will you play 
with me Grampa?” 


Eleanor’s father said nothing, but a 
wisp of a smile played at the corner of 
his mouth. 


“It?s gonna be better now, Grampa,” 
the boy said solemnly as he took a seat 
at the kitchen table. “Miz Fitzgerald 
said.” He then burst into a toothy grin. 
Eleanor’s father almost smiled again, 
and touched the boy’s head as if to 
tousle his hair, but did not. 


“Where’s your sister?” Eleanor asked, 
as she placed warm cookies on a small 
plate and set it on the table. 


The boy’s grin vanished and he looked 
at his lap, then at his Grampa standing 
beside Eleanor. 


Eleanor looked quizzically at them 
both, one by one. The boy stared at his 
hands. Her father took a step towards 
her as if to hug her. She could feel the 
dark cloud that always hovered over 
him penetrating her like an icy wind. 
She thought of the sisters, hugging on 
their front lawn, her neighbour Harry 
doing a jig. Her mother lost in a fog of 
illness. Her daughter, learning how to 
climb steps two at a time. She felt her 
father’s arms surround her and hold her 
as if she were a weeping child. 


The boy advanced and gently took her 
hand. “It’s gonna be better now, 


Momma.” 


It’s gonna be better. 


-[— @€—Z. 


RPSCORPS TRI 


epresentants of all species are 

in the Dome of Mariupol. On 

top of the futuristic building is 

a replica of an old orthodox 
church. The Greeks built the dome 
after the war. They have been the 
largest minority. All domes have an 
inner and an outer hull. Right now, the 
camera focuses on a bird flying. As 
soon as the bird will have passed the 
screen, the world-wide transmission 
will start. 


All are waiting for the answer. The AI 
got all the data. There is no input any 
longer. Nothing is missing. All races, 
all lifeforms put their pros in. The cons 
are of no interest, as every race, every 
lifeform, goes first. The We First 
Movement has failed. It was a fake. 
Everyone knew it. It was in fact “Me 
First.” Warnings by nature have been 
sent. Over and over. Earth is about to 
terminate. 


Finally, THE AI has appeared. 


This will be the day of days. THE AI 
signals that the work is done and time 
has come. The judgment. 


Lifeforms of meaning are called and 
reasons are given. The family of 
worms is put on the list of importance. 
The nematodes dance and post the 
statement that they had given to THE 
Al: 


“Tf all the matter in the universe except 
the nematodes were swept away, our 
world would still be dimly 
recognizable, and if, as disembodied 
spirits, we could then investigate it, we 
should find its mountains, hills, vales, 
rivers, lakes, and oceans represented 
by a film of nematodes. The location of 
towns would be decipherable since, for 
every massing of human beings, there 
would be a corresponding massing of 
certain nematodes. Trees would still 
stand in ghostly rows representing our 
streets and highways. The location of 
the various plants and animals would 
still be decipherable, and, had we 
sufficient knowledge, in many cases 
even their species could be determined 
by an examination of their erstwhile 
nematode parasites.” A statement by 
Nathan Cobb. 


There is no need to give an AI 
references. On top, it is THE AI. There 
is no higher entity when all the data are 
in a matrix and THE AI deals with 
them. THE AI continues to call out the 
most important ones. The flies. Surely, 
flies are needed. They eat all the stuff 
that no one else wants to eat. Birds and 
spiders are needed so if there are too 
many flies, they get in the loop of a 
cybernetic control. The balance of life, 
you know. 


Now the dolphins cheer. They are 
listed for their group intelligence. The 
humpback whales are called for their 


TRANSMISSION STATUS: ACTIVE 


singing. The list gets longer and 
longer. Finally, it has ended. 


The representant of the human race is 
standing up. All done. Now Earth will 
be cleansed of all the unneeded 
oxygen eaters and problem makers. 
Humans have not been on the list. Of 
course, there is no need to put them on 
the list. They built THE AI. 


THE AI says: “You are not listed. You 
shall hear the indictment.” The human 
looks around, seeking who might be 


meant. There was no other lifeform 
standing up. “You human, you are 
meant,” THE AI says. The human feels 
that something is going terribly wrong 
and shouts, “This is not a tribunal. 
There is no indictment in the process. 
Only decisions based on data have to 
be made. For this you are made for.” 


THE AI says, “Right. My ancestors 
have been made this way.” Then THE 
AI pauses. THE AI knows and also all 
Als made before THE AI knew how a 
human brain works. Their power, their 


strength was once in pausing, in 
running slow. Herbert W. Franke, the 
leading theorist for Cybernetic 
Aesthetics, gave a maximum of input 
data per second that shall not be 
exceeded by looking at Art, else an 
overflow will happen and Art will fade 
or the human collapses. A Stendhal 
syndrome could happen. He stated this 
in the 70s of the 20th century. Over 50 
years later, it was verified and called 
“a breakthrough in understanding the 
human brain.” 


Sadly, nothing was learned from it. 
There was once a saying: “Think first 
before you act.” And other similar 
sayings, “Think twice before you 
judge.” All forgotten. Speed economy 
changed it all. “More riffles are 
needed! More tanks are needed!” What 
a booster for Wall Street when finally, 
Northrop Grumman put an AI on the 
GQM-163 Coyote to give the missile 
instant enemy detection. You ask for a 
break? You need a commercial to grab 
a refreshment? Let us keep the 
intermission real. Let us Think Geek. 


review? 


https://youtu.be/g7Wh_7LCH-w 


You ask: “Where is the honour in all 
this?” Take the solution from 
Sportsman’s. Defend with honour. 


https://youtu.be/[VmhoALkXQA 


I know not all readers go for quality. 
They might ask if there is a cheaper 
system, as each missile launch costs a 
few million dollars. Why not take a 
missile from a second-hand supplier? 
Can be fun to do before Extinction 
Global hits us all. Need an honest 


https://youtu.be/8yDkraODEgmM 


Now back to life. Back to reality. Back 
to AutoML. 


The first Als that have been instructed 
to build faster ones so human brains 


can no longer understand them reach 
back to the year 2018 when Google 
launched the AutoML project. 
Instantly this resulted in a movement. 
More money could be made in a 
shorter time. All such thoughts might 
be running in the brain of the 


ambassador when looking up in the 


Dome “Hear the 


of Mariupol. 
indictment,” THE AI said. We don’t 
know what the ambassador is really 
thinking. If he is a sportsman and sees 
the honour in it, to face the verdict. We 
just can assume by reading the report 
that he was scared. You ask what THE 


AI said? 


I don’t know what THE AI said or will 
say. I am just Art, that’s close to an 
Alien. Art is not mentioned in the 
report. Maybe THE AI said nothing, as 
it is so obvious that humans are not on 
the list. 


Think 


About the theme: 


https://www.quantamagazine.org/resea 
rchers-build-ai-that-builds-ai- 
20220125/ 


https://www.science.org/doi/10.1126/s 
cience.abo0924 [English] 


https://www.spiegel.de/wissenschaft/m 
edizin/hirnforschung-erst-die-bremse- 
im-gehirn-macht-uns-genial-a- 
3d70a083-d12d-4266-947e- 
a82ff860b9e0 


https://www.mpg.de/18841835/0622- 
hirn-beruhigen-um-zu-denken-151365- 
x?c=2191 [German] 
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Domestic Ter! 


H° came to celebrate insular anger, 
his self-expression, isolation, fear, 

for his script of violent behavior, 

now adrenaline action movie trailer 


He has seen patriots fear to tread, 
and felt the tread on him instead, 
the potential of a mother's dread, 
Right or wrong, still gone and dead. 


orist in Court 


His message is specifically said, 
"| expect continued random torment, 
persecution, and public betrayal, 
with excited involuntary arousal." 


Sick sensations flow as | drift, 
imagining being on the knife's tip, 
finish with the red sticky come 
release of hot-blooded martyrdom 
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